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1 s to rcnaouc proud Somerfet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Hue. That is too much preemption on thy part: 
But if thy Arnies be to no other end, 
The King hath yeeldcd vnto thy demand : 
The Duke of Somcrfetisin the Tower. 

Terkf. Vpon thine Honor is he Prifoner ? 

B*ckg Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. 

Torke* Then Buckingham I do difmiffc my Powrcs. 
Souldiers, I thanke you all : difperfc your felues : 
Meet me to morrow in S. Georges Field , 
You fhall haue pay, and cuery $hing you wifh. 
And let my Soueraignc, vertuous Henry % 
Command my cldeft fonne, nay all my fonncs, 
As pledges of my Fealtie and Louc, 
He fend them all as willing as I liue : 
Lands,Goods 5 Horfc, Armor, any thing I haue 
Is his to ?fe,fo Somerfet may dk, 

Buc, Yorke, I commend this kinde fubmiflion, 
We twaine will go into his Highneffe Tent* 


Thy Hand is made to graspe a PoIaSilJ^ 



Enter King and Attendants. 
King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? 

Torke* In all fubmiiTion and humility, 
Yorke doth prefent himfelfe vnto your Highneffe. 
K. Then what intend* thefe Forces thou doft bring ? 
Tor. To heaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence,' 
And fight againft that monftrous Rebell Cade, 
Who fince I heard to be difcomfited. 

Snter Iden with Cadts bead. 
Iden, If one fo rude, and of fo meane condition 
May pafle into the prefence of a King : 
Loe, I prefent your Grace a Traitors head, 
The head of Cade, whom I in combat flew. 

Kwg.Thc head of cW<?f Great God,how iutt art thou ? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 
That liuing wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 
Iden. I was, an' t like your Maiefty. 
King.How art rhou caii'd? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. Alexander I den, that's my name, 
A poore Efquire of Kent, that loues his King. 

Bua So pleafe it you my Lord, 'twere not amhTe 
He were created Knight for his good fcruice. 

King. Iden, kneele do wne, rife vp a Knight: 
We giue thee for reward a thoufand Markes, 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie^ 
And neuer liue but true vnto his Liege, 


Snter Queeneand Somerfet. 
X.See Buckingham,Somerfet comes with th'Quecnc, 
Go bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Qtu For thoufand Yorkes he (hall not hide his head, 
But boldly ftand, and front him to his face. 

Tor. How bows' is Somerfet at libertic ? 
x Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoncd thoughts, 
And let thy tongue be equal! with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet f 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me, 
. Knowing how hardJy 1 can brooke abufe ? 

King did I call thec? No: thou art not King : 
E Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes, 
1 Which dar ft not ,no nor csnft not rule a Traitor. 


And not to grace an awefull Princekr V t 
That Gold, muft round engirt thefe L« PtCr * 
Whofe Smile and FrowneTlike .0^^. 
Is able with the change, to kill and cute pCarc 
Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp .fr 
And with the fame to ade controlling T ate/ 
Giue place : by hcaucn thou (halt rule no m ? 
O're him, whom heauen created for thv R „J° rc 

Som. O monftrous Traitor ! I arrefUu * 
Of Capitall Treafon'gainft the King an \C °^ 
Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace ° Wnc 1 

Torkj Wold'ft haue me knecle?Firft U t i . 
If they can brooke I bow a knee to man: of lh < 
Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale v 
I know ere they.will haue me go to Ward 
They'l pawne their fwords of my infranchiL 

SS. Call hither CUffMMihm^^ 
To (ay, if that the Baftard boyes of Yorke C ' 
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father 
Torke. Oblood-bcfpottedNeopolitan ' 
Out-caft o( Naples, England* bloody Scourge 
The fonnes ot Yorke, thy betters in their birth' 
Shall be their Fathers baile, and banetothofc' 
That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard 
Sec where they come, lie warrant they'l make it 
Enter Clifford, 
g*. And here comes Clifford to deny their baile 
Clif. Health,and all happincfic to my Lord th P * 
Tor i thanke thee Clifford: Say,what Lwes J ^ 
Nay, do not highs vs with an angry looke • 
We are thy Souerai gne Clifford, kneele aga'inc - 
For thy miftakingfo, We pardon thee. ' 

Cltf This is my King Yorke, I do not miSake, 
But thou miftakes me much to thinkc I do, 
To Bedlem with him, is the man gro wne mad. 

King. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Make* him oppofc himfelfe againft his King, 
Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower 
And chop away that fa&ious pate of his. 

Qji. He is atrefted, but will not obey : 
His fonnc$(he fayes)fhall giue their words for him, 
Tor. Will you not Sonncs? 
Edw. I Noble Father, if our words will ferue. 
Rich. And if words will not, then our Weapons dial, 
Clif Why what a brood of Traitors haue we heere? 
Torke. Looke in a Glafle, and call thy Imagcfo, 
I am thy King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitor : 
Call hither to the ftakc my two braue Beares, 
That with the very fhaking of their Chaines, 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Carres, 
Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come to me* 

Snter the Earles rf tParwicke, and 
Salisbury* 

ChfMt thefe thy Beares? Wee'I bate thy Bears to deajh, 
And manacle the Bcrard in their Chaines, 
I f thou dar*ft bring them to the bay ting place. 

*Fjch. Oft haue I feene a hot ore-weening Curre, 
R un backe and bice, becaufc he was with-held, 
Who being fuffer'd with the Beares fell paw, 
Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride, 
And fuch a pcecc of feruice will you do,i 
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oofc^irfelues to match Lord Warwicke. 
lfyf/ P lnce heapcof wrath, foule indigefted lumpe, 

*' Ed in thy manners, as thy fhape. 
As tfav we (hall hcate you thorowly anon. 
r Jf Take heedc lcaft by your hcate you burnc your 


fclueS : Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 

\- fharoe to thy filuer haire, 
0ldS3l t 2aSd« of thy Un-ficke fonhc, 
l^Zt thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian? 
fSSrorro WW iththySpeaacles ? 

?t£o«ht from the froftiehe*d, 
f (hall it finde a harbour in the cafth i 
• u«.i eo di«ee a eraue to findc out Warre, 
fCe^nfhono^rableAgew 
Shv art thou old, and want' ft experience * 
Swhcrforcdocft abufe it, if thou haft it? 
^ r (hamc in dutic bend thy knee tome, 
That bowes vnto the graue with rnickle age. 

S l My Lord, I haue confidered with my icltc 
Th-Vitlc of this moft renowned Duke, 
And in my conference, do repute his grace 
Tberifhtfuli hcyre to Englands Roy all icate. 
Kt*£> Haft thou not fworne Allegeancc vnto me? 
Sd. Ihaue. c r \ 

Ki. Canft thou difpenfc with heauen for iuch an oath ? 

Sd* It ,s S reat ^ nne? to f v/care vnto a ^ nnc : 
But neater finne to kcepe a fmfull oath : 
Who can be bound by any folcmnc Vow 
Todoamurd'rousdeedejto rob aman, 
To force a fpotleffe Virgins Chaftitie, 
ToreauetheOrphanofhisPatrimonie, 
To wring the Widdow from her cuftom'd right, 
And haue no other reafon for this wrong, 
iiit that be was bound by a folemne Oath ? 
Qu. A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifter. 
ling. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himfelfe. 
Yorke, Cal!Buckingham,andallthc friends thou haft, 
amrefolu'd for death and dignitie. 
OldClf.Thc firft I warrant thec,if dreamcs proue true 
Wat. You were beft to go to bed 5 and dreamc againe, 
Tokcepe thee from the Tempcft of the field. 

OliClif. 1 3m lefolu'd tobearea grcatci ftorme, 
Then any thou canft coniure vp to day : 
And that lie write vpon thy Burgonet, 
Might! but know thee by thy houfed Badge, 

War. Now by my Fathers badge, old Neuils Crcft, 
The rampant Beare chain*d to the ragged ftafte, 
This day He weare aloft my Burgonet, 
As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar ftiewes, 
That keepes his leaues infpight of any ftorme, 
Eucnio affright thee with the view thereof. 

OldClif. And from thy Burgonet lie rend thy Beare, 
And tread it vndcr foot with all contempt, 
Dcfpight the Bcarard, that protects the Beare. 

Yo.Clif. And fo to Armes vi£torious Father, 
Toquell the Rebels, and their Complices, 

Rich. Fie, Charitie for flnme,fpeakc not in fpight, 
For you (liall fup with Iefu Chrift to night. 

To Clif. Foule ftygmatickc that*s more then thou 
canft tell, 

Ifnot in heauei^you'l furely fup in hell. Exeunt 
Enter Warwicke. 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke callcs: 
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 


Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre, 
Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord,ClifTord of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes, 
Snter Torke. 

War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 

Tor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But match to match I haue encountrcd him, 
And made a prey for Carrion Ky tes and Crowes 
Eucn of the bonnie beaft he loued fo well. 

Enter Clifford. 

War. Ofoneorboth of vs the time is come. 

Tor. Hold Warwick: feek thec out fome other chace 
For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death. 

fyarJThen nobly Yorke/tis for a Crown thou fightft: 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 
It grceucs my foule to leaue theee vnaflail'd, ExitfVar* 

Clif. What feeft thou in me Yorke? 
Why doft thou paufe ? 

Torke. With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue, 
But that thou art fo faft mine enemie. 

Cltf Nor fhould thy prowelTc want praife & efteeme, 
But that fhewne ignobly»and in Treafon. 

Torke. So let it helpe me now againft thy fword, 
As T in iuftice, and true right exprefTe it. 

Clif. My foule and bodie on the action both. 

Tor* A dreadfull lay, addrelTe thec inftantly. 

(fhf. La fin Cor rone les ettntenes. 

Tor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace,for ^ art ftill, 
Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will. 

Enter yong CUjford. 

Cltf. Shame and Confuhon all is on the rout, 
Feare frames diforder, and ditorder wounds 
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their miniftcr, 
Throw in the frozen bofomcs of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldier flye. 
He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 
Hath no feife-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe, 
Hath not eflentially, but by circumftance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end, 
And the premifed Flames of the Laft day, 
Knit earth and heauen together. 
Now let the generali Trumpet blow his blaft, 
Particularities, and pettie founds 
To ceafe. Was't thou ordain'd (deere Father) 
To Ioofe thy youth in peace, and to atchecuc 
The Siluer Liucry of aduifed Age, 
And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chairc-dayes, thus 
To die in Ruffian battell ? Euen at this fight, 
My heart is turn'd to ftone : and while 'tis mine, 
It fhall be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fparcs : 
No more will I their Babes, Tearcs Virginall, 
Shall be to me> euen as the Dew to Fire, 
And Bcautie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax : 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 
Meet I an infant of thohoufe of Yorke, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde UMedea yong AhfirtU did. 
In cruelty, will I feeke out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruine of oldc Cliffords houfc s 
As did *v£neas old Anchyfes beare, 
So beare I thee vpon my manly fhouldcrs : 
But then, *j£nea$ bare a liuing loade ; 

o 3 Nothing 


